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Das Lied der Waldtaube Arnold Schoenberg 
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Das Lied von der Erde Gustav Mahler 

The Song of the Earth (1908-1909) 

Arranged for two voices and chamber orchestra by Arnold Schoenberg (1920) 
Completed by Rainer Riehn (1983) 

/. Das Trinklied vom Jammer Der Erde 

The Drinking Song of the Earth’s Sorrow 
ii. Der Einsame im Herbst 
The Lonely Man in Autumn 
Hi. Von der Jugend 
Of Youth 

iv. Von der Schonheit 

Of Beauty 

v. Der Trunkene im Fruhling 

The Drinking Song of the Spring 

vi. Der Abscheid 

The Farewell 

From The Chinese Flute , a collection of Chinese poems translated into 
German by Hans Bethge (1907) 


Li Tai-po 
Chang Tsi 
Li Tai-po 
Li Tai-po 
Li Tai-po 

Ming Kao-Jen/Weang Wei 


Megan Quick, mezzo-soprano 
Andrew Haji, tenor 


Orchestra 


Uri Mayer, conductor 

Soloists 

Andrew Haji, tenor 
Megan Quick, mezzo-soprano 


First Violin 

First Bassoon 

Etsuko Kimura 

Fraser Jackson 

Second Violin 

Contra-Bassoon 

Paul Meyer 

Bianca Chambul 

Viola 

Horn 

Emilie Gelinas-Noble 

Christopher Gongos 
Harcus Hennigar 

Violoncello 

Paul Widner 

Piano 

Steven Philcox 

Double Bass 

Edward Tait 

Harmonium 

Cecilia Lee 

Flute/Piccolo 

Camille Watts 

Percussion 

John Brownell 

Oboe 

Clare Scholtz 

Daniel Morphy 

English Horn 

Richard Dorsey 


First Clarinet 

Stephen Pierre 


Second Clarinet 

Organized by 

Peter Stoll 

Edward Tait 

Bass Clarinet 

Marc Blouin 



Introduction 


The idea to program these two works on a Faculty Artists concert came out 
of two performances in which I played a part (a bass part) that featured great 
singers. The first, in 1969, was with Mario Bernardi and the brand new National 
Arts Centre Orchestra. Maestro Bernardi decided to feature the second seat 
players of his orchestra in a performance of Schoenberg’s Der Waldtaube with the 
great Canadian mezzo-soprano Maureen Forrester. It was a proud moment for 
me. The piece was unknown to me and I absolutely loved playing it. This was the 
first of many concerts I was to be part of accompanying Maureen with the Toronto 
Symphony under Sir Andrew Davis. The performances of Mahler’s song cycles 
and symphonies that we did with those two wonderful artists were simply superb. 

Much later in my career, I was involved in the recording of a one-act opera by 
Harry Somers, The Fool. This work had lain ignored for decades when Lawrence 
Cherney’s Soundstreams decided to revive it. Darryl Edwards, the head of the 
Voice Department for many years and a fine tenor, sang the lead role. We both 
enjoyed the project immensely and decided that we would like to do something 
together again in the near future. The years went by and so did many reassertions 
that we would find that project. 

Finally, having found several less well-known late German romantic works for 
chamber orchestra to perform on the Faculty Artists Series over the last few 
years, I decided that Schoenberg’s reduction of Mahler’s Das Lied von der Erde 
for chamber orchestra was the piece that Darryl and I should do together. What 
was needed to fill out the program was an easy decision. This was the chance 
to do Der Waldtaube again. Darryl went right to work and found a young mezzo- 
soprano who was attracting a lot of attention here in the Faculty, Megan Quick. 
She would be our Wood-Dove and join Darryl in the Mahler. We had done it. 

Then, disaster. I received a message from Darryl saying that he could not do 
the concert due to bronchitis. Instead, he had enlisted a former student of his, 
Andrew Haji, to take his place. He told me that Andrew was the new “it” tenor 
in the opera world. Who could ask for a better fill-in? What a selfless gesture on 
Darryl’s behalf. We now have a wonderful young duo of rising stars. 

My gratitude for what Darryl has made possible is only slightly dimmed by the fact 
that I now have to start all over again to find program for the two of us to perform 
in the future. Suggestions? 


-Edward Tait 


Biographies 



Andrew Haji 


Andrew Haji, tenor, is a member of the 
2015/2016 Canadian Opera Company 
Ensemble Studio. His recent appear¬ 
ances with the Canadian Opera Com¬ 
pany include Alfredo in Verdi’s La Tra- 
viata (October 2015), Count Almaviva 
in the Ensemble Studio performance 
of Rossini’s The Barber of Seville (May 
2015), Rodriguez in Massenet’s Don 
Quichotte (May 2014), and Ferrando 
in the Ensemble Studio performance 
of Mozart’s Cost fan tutte (February 
2014). 

Haji graduated from the University of 
Toronto Faculty of Music in 2013 with 
a master of music in opera degree, 
and in 2011 with a bachelor of music 
in performance degree. His UofT Op¬ 
era credits include Nemorino in Doni¬ 
zetti’s L’elisir d’amore , Rob Ford in 
Rob Ford, the Opera, Ferrando in Mo¬ 
zart’s CosI fan tutte, Lacouf/Reporter 
from Paris in Poulenc’s Les mamelles 
de Tiresias, Don Ottavio in Mozart’s 
Don Giovanni, Vanderdendur/Ragotski 


in Bernstein’s Candide, and Cecco in 
Haydn’s II mondo della tuna. 

Haji performed the role of Count 
Almaviva with the Salzburg Festival 
Young Singers Project in July and 
August, 2015. In the summer of 2014, 
he performed the role of Rodolfo in 
Puccini’s La boheme at the Centre for 
Opera Studies in Italy. He had previ¬ 
ously attended COSI, performing the 
roles of Don Ottavio in Mozart’s Don 
Giovanni in 2011 and Nemorino in 
Donizetti’s L’elisir d’amore in 2010. He 
has also recently performed the role 
of Tamino in Mozart’s Die Zauberflote 
both at the Music Academy of the 
West in 2013 and at the Accademia 
Europea dell’Opera in 2012. 

In September 2014, Haji was the 
recipient of the Grand Prix, the Press 
Prize and the Junior Jury Prize at the 
50*h International Vocal Competition 
in ‘s-Hertogenbosch, the Nether¬ 
lands. In July 2013, he received an 
Encouragement Award in the Marilyn 
Horne Song Competition held at the 
Music Academy of the West in Santa 
Barbara, California. In November 
2012, he was selected as the second 
prize winner of the Canadian Opera 
Company’s second annual Ensemble 
Studio Competition. 

Haji’s recent oratorio engagements 
include performances of Handel’s 
Messiah, Haydn’s The Creation, Puc¬ 
cini’s Messa di Gloria, Rossini’s Petite 
messe solennelle, Mozart’s Great 
Mass in C minor and Coronation Mass 
and Bach’s St. Matthew Passion. 




Megan Quick 


Mezzo-soprano Megan Quick is a 
native of Brockville, Ontario, and is 
currently completing her diploma in 
operatic performance at the University 
of Toronto. Her credits include Dido in 
Dido and Aeneas, Eva in Comedy on 
the Bridge, and Zita in Gianni Schic- 
chi at Dalhousie University, where she 
earned a bachelor of music. While 
at Guildhall School of Music and 
Drama in London, England, pursuing 
a masters in performance, Quick was 
part of the opera choruses in stag¬ 
ings of Ned Rorem’s Our Town and 
Otto Nicolai’s Die lustigen Weiber von 
Windsor. Her recent engagements in¬ 
clude performances of Edward Elgar’s 
Sea Pictures and Gustav Mahler’s 
Lieder eines fahrenden Gesellen (Isle 
of Wight Symphony Orchestra), and 
Little Buttercup in HMS Pinafore and 
Baba in The Medium (UofT Opera). 
Also this season, Quick sings Pop¬ 
pet in Paul Bunyan as well as roles 
in The Fatal Gaze and The Art of the 
Prima Donna, all for UofT Opera, and 
performs Schoenberg’s Die Wald- 
taube and Mahler’s Das Lied von der 


Erde with several distinguished faculty 
members under the direction of Uri 
Mayer. Quick will be joining the Ca¬ 
nadian Opera Company’s Ensemble 
Studio for their 2016/2017 season. 



Uri Mayer 

Uri Mayer, Director of Orchestral 
Studies, has taught on the faculties 
of the University of Michigan in Ann 
Arbor, Rice University Shepherd 
School of Music in Houston, McGill 
University in Montreal and at the 
Glenn Gould School of the Royal 
Conservatory of Music (GGS). 

Renowned for his strong command 
of broad symphonic, operatic and 
ballet repertoire, Mayer has guest 
conducted many of the leading 
orchestras around the world including 
the Montreal, Toronto, Winnipeg and 
Vancouver symphonies in Canada, 
the Houston and Utah symphonies 
in the U.S., London Mozart Players 
and the English Symphony Orchestra, 
NDR Philharmonie in Hannover, 

Slovak Philharmonic, Budapest, 
Belgrade and Sophia Philharmonics, 
Israel Philharmonic, NHK Orchestra 
and Osaka Symphony in Japan and 
National Symphony of Taiwan. He 




served as principal conductor of the 
Kansai Philharmonic Orchestra in 
Osaka, Japan and artistic director 
of the Israel Sinfonietta. In Canada, 
Mayer was music director of the 
Edmonton Symphony and Orchestra 
London. 

Mayer has led numerous opera 
productions in Canada, the U.S, 
the Netherlands, Hungary and Israel 
including The Barber of Seville, CosI 
fan tutte, Don Giovanni, The Flying 
Dutchman, Salome and The Cunning 
Little Vixen. 

Some of the distinguished soloists 
who have collaborated with Mayer 
include Ely Ameling, Kathleen Battle, 
Maureen Forrester, Frederica von 
Stade, Itzhak Perlman, Pinchas 
Zukerman, Peter Oundjian, Mstislav 
Rostropovich, Yo-Yo Ma, Claudio 
Arrau, Emanuel Ax and Andras Schiff. 

Mayer has recorded for the 
Arabesque, CBC, Denon Japan, 
Hungaroton and Koch labels. Under 
his direction the Edmonton Symphony 
became one of Canada’s most 
frequently played orchestras on radio. 
They were awarded the Grand Prix du 
Disque-Canadaforthe recording of 
Orchestral Suites of the British Isles 
and nominated for a Juno Award 
for their Great Verdi Arias with Louis 
Ouilico. 

In 2009, the University of Western 
Ontario conferred on Mayer a doctor 
of music honoris causa in recognition 
of his contribution to the musical life in 
Canada. 


Program Notes 


Arnold Schoenberg (1874—1951) 
Das Lied der Waldtaube 

(1900-1911) 

Das Lied der Waldtaube (“Song of 
the Wood Dove”) brings to a close 
Part 1 of Arnold Schoenberg’s Gurre 
Lieder, the massive song cycle- 
turned cantata largely written in the 
early years of 1900 but only finished 
a decade later. It shares a unique 
kinship with Das Lied von der Erde : 
Schoenberg arranged Das Lied soon 
after completing the orchestration to 
Gurre Lieder on November 7, 1911. 
Uniquely, not only are both pieces 
song cycle hybrids, they are also 
early examples of cycles for alter¬ 
nating voices: previous song cycles 
(such as Schubert’s Die schone 
Mullerin or Schumann’s Dichterliebe) 
featured only a single narrator. The 
cantata’s title refers to the Gurre 
castle, the real-life site of a fictional 
Danish legend. In the tale, King 
Waldemar’s mistress Tove was mur¬ 
dered by the jealous Queen Helvig, 
events recounted in the original song 
cycle which became Part 1 of the 
cantata. In Part 2, the king curses 
God for his cruelty, and in Part 3 calls 
forth an army of his dead vassals, 
who roam and hunt throughout the 
night but are returned to sleep by the 
rising sun. A concluding melodrama 
celebrates the daybreak light and 
hails the morning wind. 

A legend in itself, conflicting ac¬ 
counts arise as to when the song 
cycle became a cantata. Some sug¬ 
gest that the project’s scope evolved 
as it went on, while others maintain 


that Schoenberg always had both in 
mind. Nevertheless, when revisiting 
the song cycle Schoenberg did more 
than simply orchestrate Part 1: the 
song cycle’s conclusion is trans¬ 
formed into an extended orchestral 
interlude that leads to Das Lied 
der Waldtaube. Although occur¬ 
ring approximately at the midpoint 
of the cantata, Waldtaube is quasi¬ 
independent; Schoenberg’s arrange¬ 
ment for chamber orchestra dates 
from 1922 when he arranged only 
this song to pair in a concert featur¬ 
ing his Chamber Symphony, Op. 9. 
The emotional drama is highlighted 
by assigning its retelling to a bird, 
suggesting that Tove’s death had left 
Waldemar unable to express him¬ 
self — music theorist Michael Klein 
even describes Waldemar having “his 
subjectivity shredded” by the event. 
The choice of bird is also a play 
on words: Taube sounds like Tove, 
cruelly torn apart by the falcon rep¬ 
resenting Queen Helvig. In a fusion 
of reality and legend, the audience 
is left reminded that there has not 
yet been a duet between Waldemar 
and Tove. Now, such a thing is all but 
impossible. 

Gustav Mahler (1860-1911) 

Das Lied von der Erde (1908-1909) 
arr. Arnold Schoenberg 

Coming on the heels of his trium¬ 
phant Eighth Symphony “The Sym¬ 
phony of a Thousand,” Das Lied von 
der Erde (literally “The Song of the 
Earth”) captures instead the intimate 
cravings of the human soul. Mahler 
took the six poems that form this 


song cycle-symphony hybrid from 
a collection known as The Chinese 
Flute. The collection’s emphasis 
on life’s temporality and fragility, 
along with its somewhat ambiguous 
relationship between final death and 
perpetual renewal, were especially 
touching to Mahler at a time when he 
came face-to-face with his own mor¬ 
tality. The previous summer, Mahler 
had lost his daughter and was 
diagnosed with a heart defect, writ¬ 
ing in a letter that “with one stroke, 

I have lost everything I have gained 
in terms of who I thought I was, and 
have to learn my first steps again like 
a newborn.” 

Although cross-fertilization between 
song and symphony was a common 
practice for Mahler — almost each 
of his symphonies contain at least 
some reference to song — Das Lied 
von der Erde is unique in that Mahler 
completely fuses the two concepts. 
The six poems are each set to their 
own movement: the first five move¬ 
ments form an unofficial Part 1, while 
the final movement, longer than the 
previous five combined, is its own 
Part 2. Movements one and five 
share common themes of drunken¬ 
ness as a way of coping with the 
“big questions” of mortality. “What 
do I care about spring?” asks the 
soloist in the fifth movement; “let 
me be drunk!” Yet in the first move¬ 
ment, the same soloist repeatedly 
despairs, “dark is life, is death!” So 
too in the intervening movements, 
the alternating soloists lament at the 
shallowness of youth and beauty, 
seeing them as temporary distrac¬ 
tions from the inevitability of death. 

In describing the “Chinese-ness” 


of the third movement, music critic 
David Hurwitz writes that “it’s like 
that odd pagoda china cabinet or 
hideous Oriental lampshade in your 
grandmother’s 1950’s living room”; 
something about it feels out of place. 
Similarly, he explains that in the 
fourth movement “fragile beauty lusts 
after its own destruction, just as the 
young maidens in this song yearn 
for the handsome horseback riders 
who trample underfoot the garden 
in which they are sitting...” Part 1 
comprises futile gestures at coming 
to terms with the questions Mahler 
faced at this time. 

By contrast, Part 2 not only summa¬ 
rizes those questions but addresses 
them head-on. In Der Abschied (The 
Farewell), the nameless narrator bids 
his equally nameless friend farewell, 
saying “I wander into the mountains. 

I seek peace for my lonely heart. 

I go to my homeland, my abode.” 
Mahler turns from the humanity’s 
futile strivings, looking instead to the 
freedom gained from Nature, musi¬ 
cally capturing the essence of the 
poetry: “a soft wind blowing... the 
brook sings, full of pleasant sound... 
the earth breathes... the birds perch 
quietly in their branches; the world 
falls asleep!” In going to sleep, how¬ 
ever, the narrator awaits a perpetual 
renewing: he does care about spring 
after all, envisioning the blossoming 
and greening of the earth, forever. 
These final words, set to what is 
“arguably the most serenely beautiful 
music that Mahler ever wrote,” echo 
beyond the performance. 

Notes by Matthew Poon 


Translations 


Das Lied der Waldtaube 

Tauben von Gurre! Sorge qualt mich, 
vom Weg uber die Insel her! 

Kommet! Lauschet! 

Tot ist Tove! Nacht aufihrem Auge, 
das der Tag des Konigs war! 

Still ist ihr Herz, 

doch des Konigs Herz schlagt wild, 
tot und doch wild! 

Seltsam gleichend einem Boot 
auf der Woge, 

wenn der, zu dess’ Empfang die Pian- 
ken huldigend sich gekrummt, 
des Schiffes Steurer tot liegt, verstrickt 
in der Tiefe Tang. 

Keiner bringt ihnen Botschaft, 
unwegsam der Weg. 

Wie zwei Strome waren ihre 
Gedanken, 

Strome gleitend Seit’ an Seite. 

Wo stromen nun Toves Gedanken? 

Die des Konigs winden sich seltsam dahin, 
suchen nach denen Toves, 
finden sie nicht. 

Weit flog ich, Klage sucht’ ich, fand 
gar viel! 

Den Sarg sah ich auf Konigs 
Schultern, 

Henning sturzt’ ihn; 

finster war die Nacht, eine einzige 

Fackel 

brannte am Weg; 

die Konigin hielt sie, hoch auf dem 

Soller, 

rachebegierigen Sinns. 

Tranen, die sie nicht weinen wollte, 
funkelten im Auge. 

Weit flog ich, Klage sucht’ ich, fand 
gar viel! 

Den Konig sah ich, mit dem Sarge 


Doves of Gurre! Full of sorrow I am, 
while on my way across the island! 
Come! Listen! 

Dead is Tove! Night in her eyes, 
Which were the King’s daylight! 
Silent is her heart, 
but the King’s heart is wildly beating, 
Dead and wild as yet! 

Oddly like a boat 

on heaving waves, if the one, to 
whose welcome the planks have bent 
in tribute, the ship’s helmsman is 
dead, entangled in the weeds of 
the deep. 

Nobody brings them news, 
impassable the path. 

Like two streams have been their 
thoughts, 

flowing side by side. 

Where do Tove’s thoughts flow now? 
The King’s are oddly winding, 
searching for those of Tove, 
and can’t find them. 

Far did I fly, laments to search, and 
found aplenty! 

The coffin I saw on the King’s 
shoulders, 

Henning supported him; 

dark was the night, a single torch 

burned 

beside the path; 

the Queen held it, high on the 

donjon, 

full of vengeful musings. 

Tears she denied herself, 
but glistened in her eye. 

Far I flew, laments to search, and 
found aplenty! 

The King I saw, with the coffin he 


fuhr er, im Bauernwams. 

Sein StreitroB, 

das oft zum Sieg ihn getragen, 
zog den Sarg. 

Wild starrte des Konigs Auge, 
suchte nach einem Blick, 
seltsam lauschte des Konigs Herz 
nach einem Wort. 

Henning sprach zum Konig, 
aber noch immer suchte er Wort 
und Biick. 

Der Konig offnet Toves Sarg, 
starrt und lauscht mit bebenden 
Lippen, 

Tove ist stumm! 

Weit flog ich, Klage sucht’ ich, fand 
gar viel! 

Wollt’ ein Monch am Seile ziehn, 
Abendsegen lauten; 
doch er sah den Wagenlenker 
und vernahm die Trauerbotschaft: 
Sonne sank, indes die Glocke 
Grabgelaute tonte. 

Weit flog ich, Klage sucht’ ich 
und den Tod! 

Helwigs Falke war’s, der grausam 
Gurres Taube zerriB. 

Das Lied von der Erde 

i. Das Trinklied Vom Jammer Der 
Erde 

Schon winkt der Wein im gold’nen 
Pokale, 

Doch trinkt noch nicht, erst sing’ ich 
euch ein Lied! 

Das Lied vom Kummer soil au- 
flachend in die Seele euch klingen. 
Wenn der Kummer naht, liegen wustdie 
Garten der Seele, 

Welkt hin und stirbt die Freude, der 
Gesang. 

Dunkel ist das Leben, ist der Tod. 


drove, in a peasant’s dress. 

His charger, 

that often had carried him to victory, 
was pulling the coffin. 

Wild was the King’s eye, 
searching for that gaze, 
irritated listened the King’s heart, 
for that word. 

Henning talks to the King, 

but still he is searching word and 

gaze. 

The King opens Tove’s coffin, 

Stares and listens with quivering 
lips, 

Tove is silent! 

Far I flew, laments to search, and 
found aplenty! 

A monk went to pull the bell rope 
for the evening’s blessings [prayers]; 
but then he saw the coachman 
and heard the bad news: 

The sun sank, while the bell 
rang out the death knell. 

Far I flew, laments to search 
and death! 

Helwig’s falcon it was, who 
cruelly tore apart Gurre’s dove. 


i. The Drinking a Song of the Earth’s 
Sorrow 

The wine beckons in golden goblets 

but drink not yet; first I'll sing you a 
song. 

The song of sorrow shall ring laugh¬ 
ingly in your soul. 

When the sorrow comes, blasted lie 

the gardens of the soul, 

wither and perish joy and singing. 

Dark is life, dark is death! 


Herr dieses Hauses! 

Dein Keller birgt die Fulle des gold- 
enen Weins! 

Hier, diese Laute nenn’ ich mein! 

Die Laute schlagen und die Glaser 
leeren, 

Das sind die Dingen, die zusammen 
passen. 

Ein voller Becher Weins zur rechten 
Zeit 

1st mehr wert, als alle Reiche dieser 
Erde! 

Dunkel ist das Leben, ist der Tod! 

Das Firmament blaut ewig, und die 
Erde 

Wird lange test steh’n und aufbluh’n 
im Lenz. 

Du aber, Mensch, wie lang lebst denn 
du? 

Nicht hundert Jahre darfst du dich 
ergotzen 

ii. Der Einsame im Herbst 

Herbstnebel wallen blaulich uberm 
See; 

Vom Reif bezogen stehen alle 
Graser; 

Man meint, ein Kunstler habe Staub 
von Jade 

Ober die feinen Bluten ausgestreut. 

Der suBe Duft der Blumen ist verfio- 
gen; 

Ein kaiter Wind beugt ihre Stengel 
nieder. 

Bald werden die verwelkten, 
gold’nen Blatter 

Der Lotosbluten auf dem Wasser 
zieh’n. 


Master of this house, 

your cellar is full of golden wine! 

Here, this lute I call mine. 

The lute to strike and the glasses to 
drain, 

these things go well together. 

A full goblet of wine at the right time 

is worth more than all the kingdoms 
of this earth. 

Dark is life, dark is death! 

The heavens are ever blue and the 
Earth 

shall stand sure, and blossom in the 
spring. 

But you O man, what long life have 
you? 

Not a hundred years may you 
delight. 

ii. The Lonely Man in Autumn 

Autumn fog creeps bluishly over the 
lake. 

Every blade of grass stands frosted. 

As though an artist had jade-dust 

over the fine flowers strewn. 

The sweet fragrance of flower has 
passed; 

A cold wind bows their stems low. 
Soon will the wilted, golden petals 
of lotus flowers upon the water float. 


Mein Herz ist mude. Meine kleine 
Lampe 

Erlosch mit Knistern, es gemahnt 
mich an den Schlaf. 

Ich komnn’zu dir, traute Puhestatte! 
Ja, gib mir Ruh’, ich hab’ Erquick- 
ung Not! 

Ich weine vieI in meinen Einsam- 
keiten. 

Der Herbst in meinem Herzen wahrt 
zu lange. 

Sonne der Liebe willst du nie mehr 
scheinen, 

Um meine bittern Tranen mild auf- 
zutrocknen? 

Hi. Von der Jugend 

Mitten in dem kleinen Teiche 
Steht ein Pavilion aus grunem 
Und aus weiBem Porzellan. 

Wie der Rucken eines Tigers 
Woibt die Brucke sich aus Jade 
Zu dem Pavilion hinuber. 

In dem Hauschen sitzen Freunde, 
Schon gekleidet, trinken, plaudern. 
Manche schreiben Verse nieder. 

ihre seidnen Armel gleiten 
Ruckwarts, ihre seidnen Mutzen 
Hocken lustig tiefim Nacken. 

Auf des kleinen Teiches stiller 
Wasserflache zeigt sich alles 
Wunderlich im Spiegelbilde. 

Alles auf dem Kopfe stehend 
In dem Pavilion aus grunem 
Und aus weiBem Porzellan; 


My heart is tired. My little lamp 

expires with a crackle, minding me 
to sleep. 

I come to you, trusted resting place. 
Yes, give me rest, I have need of 
refreshment! 

I weep often in my loneliness. 

Autumn in my heart lingers too long. 

Sun of love, will you no longer 
shine 

to gently dry up my bitter 
tears? 

/'//'. Of Youth 

In the middle of the little pond 
stands a pavilion of green 
and white porcelain. 

Like the back of a tiger 
arches the jade bridge 
over to the pavilion. 

Friends sit in the little house 
well dressed, drinking, chatting, 
some writing verses. 

Their silk sleeves glide 

backwards, their silk caps 

rest gaily at the napes of their necks. 

On the small pond’s still 
surface, everything shows 
whimsical in mirror image. 

Everything stands on its head 
in the pavilion of green 
and white porcelain. 


Wie ein Halbmond steht die 
Brucke, 

Umgekehrt der Bogen. Freunde, 
Schon gekleidet, trinken, plaudern. 

iv. Von der Schonheit 

Junge Madchen pflucken Blumen, 
Pflucken Lotosblumen an dem 
Uferrande. 

Zwischen Buschen und Blattern 
sitzen sie, 

Sammeln Bluten in den SchoB und 
rufen 

Sich einander Neckereien zu. 
Gold’ne Sonne webt um die 
Gestalten, 

Spiegelt sich im blanken Wasser 
wider, 

Sonne spiegelt ihre schlanken 
Glieder, 

Ihre suBen Augen wider, 

Und der Zephir hebt mit Sch- 
meichelkosen das Gewebe 
IhrerArmel auf, fuhrt den Zauber 
Ihrer Wohlgeruche durch die Luft. 

O sieh, was tummeln sich fur 

schone Knaben 

Dort an dem Uferrand auf mut’gen 

Rossen? 

Weithin glanzend wie die Sonnen- 
strahlen; 

Schon zwischen dem Geast der 
grunen Weiden 

Trabt das jungfrische Volk einher! 
Das RoB des einen wiehert frohlich 
auf 

Und scheut und saust dahin, 

Uber Blumen, Graser, wanken hin die 
Hufe, 

Sie zerstampfen jah im Sturm die 
hingesunk’nen Bluten, 

Hei! Wie flattern im Taumel seine 
Mahnen, 


Like a half-moon is the bridge 
its arch upturned. Friends 
well dressed, drinking, chatting. 

iv. Of Beauty 

Young girls picking flowers, 

Picking lotus flowers at the riverbank. 

Amid bushes and leaves they sit, 

gathering flowers in their laps and 
calling 

one another in raillery. 

Golden sun plays about their form 

reflecting them in the clear water. 

The sun reflects back their slender 
limbs, 

their sweet eyes, 

and the breeze teasing up the warp 

of their sleeves, directs the magic 
of perfume through the air. 

O see, what a tumult of handsome 
boys 

there on the shore on their spirited 
horses. 

Yonder shining like the sun’s rays 

between the branches of green 
willows 

trot along the bold companions. 

The horse of one neighs happily on 

and shies and rushes there, 
hooves shaking down blooms, grass, 

trampling wildly the fallen flowers. 

Hei! How frenzied his mane flutters, 


Dampfen heiB die Nustern! 

Gold’ne Sonne webt um die 
Gestalten, 

Spiegelt sie im blanken Wasser 
wider. 

Und die schonste von den 
Jungfrau ’n sendet 
Lange Blicke ihm der Sehnsucht 
nach. 

ihre stolze Haltung ist nur 
Verstellung. 

In dem Funkeln ihrer groBen Augen, 
In dem Dunkel ihres heiBen Blicks 
Schwingt klagend noch die 
Erregung ihres Herzens nach. 

v. Der Trunkene im Fruhling 

Wenn nur ein Traum das Leben ist, 
Warum denn Muh’ und Plag’i? 

Ich trinke, bis ich nicht mehr kann, 
Den ganzen, lieben Tag! 

Und wenn ich nicht mehr trinken 
kann, 

Weil Kehl’ und Seele voll, 

So tauml’ ich bis zu meiner Tur 
Und schlafe wundervoll! 

Was hor’ ich beim Erwachen? 
Horch! 

Ein Vogel singt im Baum. 

Ich frag’ ihn, ob schon Fruhling sei, 
Mir ist als wie im Traum. 

Der Vogel zwitschert: Ja! 

Der Lenz ist da, sei kommen uber 
Nacht! 

Aus tiefstem Schauen lauscht’ ich auf, 
Der Vogel singt und lacht! 

Ich fulle mir den Becher neu 
Und leer’ ihn bis zum Grund 


and hotly steam his nostrils! 

Golden sun plays about their form 

reflecting them in the clear water. 

And the most beautiful of the 

maidens sends 

long looks adoring at him. 

Her proud pose is but a pretense; 

in the flash of her big eyes, 
in the darkness of her ardent gaze 
beats longingly her burning heart. 

v. The Drinking Song of the Spring 

If life is but a dream, 
why work and worry? 

I drink until I no more can, 
the whole, blessed day! 

And if I can drink no more 

as throat and soul are full, 
then I stagger to my door 
and sleep wonderfully! 

What do I hear on waking? 

Hark! 

A bird sings in the tree. 

I ask him if it’s spring already; 
to me it’s as if I’m in a dream. 

The bird chirps Yes! 

The spring is here, it came overnight! 

From deep wonderment I listen; 
the bird sings and laughs! 

I fill my cup anew 
and drink it to the bottom 


Und singe, bis der Mond erglanzt 
Am schwarzen Firmament! 

Und wenn ich nicht mehr singen 
kann, 

So schlaf ich wieder ein. 

Was geht mich denn der Fruhling 
an!? 

LaBt mich betrunken sein! 

vi. Der Abscheid 

Die Sonne scheidet hinter dem 
Gebirge. 

In alle Taler steigt der Abend nieder 
Mit seinen Schatten, die voll Kuh- 
lung sind. 

O sieh! Wie eine Silberbarke schwebt 
Der Mond am blauen Flimmelssee 
herauf. 

Ich spure eines feinen Windes Weh’n 
Hinter den dunklen Fichten! 

Der Bach singt voller Wohllaut 
durch das Dunkel. 

Die Blumen blassen im Dammers- 
chein. 

Die Erde atmet voll von Ruh’ und 
Schlaf. 

Alle Sehnsucht will nun traumen, 

Die muden Menschen geh’n heim- 
warts, 

Urn im Schlaf vergess’nes Gluck 
Und Jugend neu zu lernen! 

Die Vogel hocken still in ihren 
Zweigen. 

Die Welt schlaft ein! 

Es wehet kuhl im Schatten meiner 
Fichten. 

Ich stehe hier und harre meines 
Freundes; 

Ich harre sein zum letzten Lebewohl. 
Ich sehne mich, o Freund, an 
deiner Seite 


and sing until the moon shines 
in the black firmament! 

And if I can not sing, 

then I fall asleep again. 

What to me is spring? 

Let me be drunk! 

vi. The Farewell 

The sun departs behind the moun¬ 
tains. 

In all the valleys the evening descends 
with its shadow, full cooling. 

O look! Like a silver boat sails 
the moon in the watery blue heaven. 

I sense the fine breeze stirring 
behind the dark pines. 

The brook sings out clear through 
the darkness. 

The flowers pale in the twilight. 

The earth breathes, in full rest and 
sleep. 

All longing now becomes a dream. 
Weary men traipse homeward 

to sleep; forgotten happiness 
and youth to rediscover. 

The birds roost silent in their 
branches. 

The world falls asleep. 

It blows coolly in the shadows of my 
pines. 

I stand here and wait for my friend; 

I wait to bid him a last farewell. 

I yearn, my friend, at your side 


Die Schonheit dieses Abends zu 
genieBen. 

Wo bleibst du? Du laBt mich lang 
allein! 

Ich wandle auf und nieder mit 
meiner Laute 

Auf Wegen, die von weichem 
Grase schwellen. 

O Schonheit! O ewigen Liebens — 
Lebens — trunk’ne Welt! 

Er stieg vom Pferd und reichte ihm 
den Trunk 

Des Abschieds dar. Er fragte ihn, 
wohin 

Er fuhre und auch warum es muBte 
sein. 

Er sprach, seine Stimme war um- 
flort. Du, mein Freund, 

Mir war auf dieser Welt das Gluck 
nicht hold! 

Wohin ich geh’? Ich geh’, ich 
wand’re in die Berge. 

Ich suche Ruhe fur mein einsam 
Herz. 

Ich wandle nach der Heimat! 

Meiner Statte. 

Ich werde niemals in die Feme 
schweifen. 

Still ist mein Herz und harret seiner 
Stunde! 

Die liebe Erde alluberall bluht auf 
im Lenz und grunt 
Aufs neu! Alluberall und ewig 
blauen licht die Fernen! 

Ewig... ewig... 


to enjoy the beauty of this evening. 

Where are you? You leave me long 
alone! 

I walk up and down with my lute 

on paths swelling with soft grass. 

O beauty! O eternal loving-and-life- 
bedrunken world! 

He dismounted and handed him the 
drink 

of Farewells. He asked him where 

he would go and why must it be. 

He spoke, his voice was quiet. Ah 
my friend, 

Fortune was not kind to me in this 
world! 

Where do I go? I go, I wander in the 
mountains. 

I seek peace for my lonely heart. 

I wander homeward, to my abode! 

I'll never wander far. 

Still is my heart, awaiting its hour. 

The dear earth everywhere blossoms 
in spring and grows green 
anew! Everywhere and forever blue is 
the horizon! 

Forever... Forever... 


Up next at U of T Music 


Wind Symphony 

Thu, Mar 24 @ 7:30 pm. MacMillan Theatre. 

The UofT Wind Symphony performs Grainger’s Irish Tune and Shepherd's Hey, 
Reed’s La Fiesta Mexicana, Calvert’s Romantic Variations, Whitacre’s October and 
Ticheli’s Blue Shades. 

Tickets: $30, $20 senior, $10 student 


Brass Chamber Ensembles 

Mon Mar 28 @ 7:30 pm. Walter Hall. 

Free 


Thursdays at Noon 

Thu, Mar 31 @ 12:10 pm. Walter Hall. 

Winner’s Recital: Jim and Charlotte Norcop Prize in Song & Gwendolyn 
Williams Koldofsky Prize in Accompanying with Emily D’Angelo, mezzo- 
soprano, fourth year and Sonya Sim, pianist, first year DMA Collaborative. 
Performing La regata veneziana by Rossini, Chansons de Bilitis by Debussy, 
selections by Grieg, and various selections of English songs. 

Free 


The Art of the Prima Donna 

Fri, Apr 1 @ 5 pm. Walter Hall. 

UofT Opera’s season concludes with The Art of the Prima Donna, a fully 
staged and costumed program of operatic selections such as Carmen, La 
Traviata, Norma and Lucia di Lammermoor interspersed with anecdotes 
about Jenny Lind, Adelina Patti, Nellie Melba and other great 19th century 
Prima Donnas. 

$20, $10 student 


Cecilia String Quartet 

Mon, Apr 4 @ 7:30 pm. Walter Hall. 

Performing a commissioned piece with Kati Agocs, Mendelssohn’s String 
Quartet Op. 44 No. 2 in E Minor and Brahms’ Clarinet Quartet Op. 115 in B 
Minor with James Campbell, clarinet 

$40, $20 senior, $10 student 


Buy tickets on music.utoronto.ca or call 416-408-0208 







Thank you for your support! 

The Faculty of Music gratefully acknowledges the generosity of the individuals, foundations, associations and corporations who 
gave annual gifts of $1,000 or more between September 1,2014 and March 1,2016, in support of our students and programs. 
Thank you for the part you are playing in advancing the cause of music education in Canada. 
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For information on giving opportunities at the Faculty of Music please contact Bruce Blandford 
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@UofTMusic 
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Want to stay informed of our upcoming events? 

Sign up for our bi-weekly 
e-newsletter at bit.ly/UofTMusic-enews 


The Faculty of Music is a member of Bloor St. Culture Corridor 
bloorstculturecorridor.com 
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